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“Scape”, digital painting, 1998 


BOUNDARIES KILL 


January 29, 2002 


Boundaries, borders 

Are lies of power 

They keep people in 

They keep people out 

They ain’t really there 
Only in the sight 
Of guard guns and dogs 

The lines just ain’t there 

You can just keep on walking 

Toward me, 

Into me 


You could keep on walking 

Except for their bullets of fear 
Define and maintain your boundaries, 
They tell us! 


That keeps us weak and isolated 
That keeps me from you, 

Boxed up, bottled up 

That keeps the wrong people out 
Us protected in abstractions 
That keeps our human spirit divided 
Keeps Life separate from us 
Keeps us warring, scared, hating 
Keeps you from me 

Keeps us hungry, thirsty, cold 
Just owning 

Instead of living deep and free. 


Skin is not a border 

Skin is a sea flowing everywhere 
Touching, feeling, unlimited, 
Breathing deeply 

Giving, taking as one 
Experiencing, feeding as one 

A thick rich soup 

Which can’t be canned or bottled 


Healthy skin is thick and flexible 
Healthy breath is deep and lusty 
Our healthy body does not need 
Limiting power, 

Doesn't need to hold in, 


To hold back, 

To die from not dancing, 

Not risking, 

Not feeling pain, joy, pleasure 
Deeply 


Just dying slowly 
Within the tight shallow 
Owning MY SPACE 


And they laugh in the gun towers! 


Creativity is like shitting 


May 34, 2005 


Creativity 15 bike stat ting: 

Most people 2° it 

Everyone needs +0 d° hee 

More ov less regularly: 

Every shit 1s different: 

There 15 nothing ike 4 good shit! 
Some people obsess " tuew shitting! 
Some obsess On Lyew own shit) 
Otuers obsess on others shit, 
Even buying it! 

I just enjoy 4 good stat! 

On sity 

TH lef you mon a secrets 

J. play with slit! 

Creativity 1s pot playing 


Ss 
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THE MAGICAL CAVE LOVERS 


March 20, 1995 


the cave is our world, his and mine. together around the fire in the 
warm cave. it has always been this way. mother and grandmother...moth- 
ers and grandmothers have always been in the cave above the tribe, have 
always been talking to the world spirits for the tribe, have always been tak- 
ing the tribe out of the world of survival, cold wet fear...into our body cave 
of warm laughing joy, taking them into us deep for awhile. 


and there has always been one of his kind in the cave. mother said 
that before i was born, the one who she lived in the cave with died. his 
death cursed the tribal field, cursed the tribal planting. the tribe again sur- 
vived only by the hunt and the gathering. the spirit of the field would only 
come back when mother could mate in the tribal field with a healer after 
hair grew on his body. until that time, during times of moon blood, mother 
led the tribal women in the chant of plant magic, keeping their knowing of 
the secrets of growing alive during the years of waiting. 


as the world spirits desired it, for many years no deformed male 
baby who could be a healer lived for more than for a few days within the 
tribe...even when mother secretly took such babies from the sacrifice rock 
and brought them to the cave, where she and the old healer tried to bring 
them fully into life. 


so after the death of the healer, mother had to make the secret and 
dangerous journey to the sacrifice rocks of other tribes in her quest for a 
deformed boy baby, for a spirit that didn’t dwell in the world of survival, for 
a magical son who could be a healing bridge between all realities. mother 
had to hide behind the sacrifice rock of each tribe for many nights, waiting 
for a father to put a deformed boy child on the rock to die. 


one day the tribe discovered that mother was not in the cave. they 
went into a ritual dance and a fast, piling all the food outside the cave to 
bring her back. they had a feast when they discovered that she had re- 
turned with a new healer. she had found a deformed boy baby. she saved 
him from the sacrifice rock and carried him to the cave. there she gave 
birth to him. everyone knows that cave magicians can give birth to even 
full-grown men. so no one was at all surprised to see this baby in the cave. 


mother took care of him, raised him in the cave. she grew to under- 
stand his sounds, his moving body, his spirit talk. i understand him now. as 


11 


he grew up, his healing magic became physical touch. he was in the future 
and the past and the world spirit...linked with mother’s body. now linked 
with my body. 


when hair grew on his body, mother took him as her magical mate. 
then the secrets of growing, the magic of the plants, again came out of the 
moon cave and into the field. once again, the spirit entered the field and 
was attended to by the women of the tribe. 


once again, before every harvest and every planting, the tribe car- 
ried mother and her magical mate to the fields. there she would take him 
deep inside her. they became one body together in ritual pleasure, offering 
the pleasure to the earth spirit as a thanksgiving. these were the only times 
he left the cave. these were the only times that she took him deep into her, 
although they were always together in the sacred play when they were in 
the cave, rubbing, licking, laughing, moaning, crying within the awareness 
of life. he and i are still in that awareness cave. 


mother got big and i came out of her into the cave. if i was a male 
baby, mother would have gone like a spirit with the baby out of the cave to 
where the woman of the chief slept. she would have put the baby beside the 
woman and then slipped away. the boy would be born to the woman of the 
chief. the magic of the cave mother can only be passed on to a daughter of 
the cave. if i did not come from mother’s body, she would have gone ona 
quest for a cave daughter, leaving the healer alone in the cave. the tribes- 
women would take care of him as best as they could. but if mother would 
die on the quest, the healer would die. then the tribe would die. 


i grew up cuddled up between their bodies, playing with their bod- 
ies, smelling the herbs mother hung to dry in the cave, smelling the teas 
and other medicines mother made from them to give those who came to 
the cave to be healed. i ate the food and drank the water and the milk that 
the tribe brought to the mouth of the cave everyday. 


i always played with mother and the healer...to me, he is laughing 
face because his hairy face always has tickled me...when they played to- 
gether. but she put me into the child hole to play whenever she and he did 
rituals with a tribesperson. grandmothers from long ago dug these child 
holes. there is one just outside the cave for when mother danced with the 
chief before every hunt, before every battle, arousing his power. 


i now arouse him. 
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there is a child hole at mother’s secret place where she goes when 
the tribe faces death from nature offended...the secret place where she of- 
fers herself to earth spirits as a sacrifice by working herself up by dancing 
and rubbing until who she is burns away. and there is a giant children hole 
in the middle of the moon cave where all the tribeswomen with children 
without body hair go during the times of blood. i watched the rituals from 
the child hole. when i could get out of the child hole, i could take part in 
the rituals...even before body hair and times of moon blood. 


mother started teaching me cave mother magic and how to combine 
and blend it with the magic of laughing face. laughing face has always 
been my brother, my playmate. i grew up understanding his sounds, under- 
standing his body, hearing his thoughts, seeing through his psychic eyes. he 
is my body. since i had body hair, he has been my mate. 


mother started teaching me cave mother magic. cave mother magic 
is body magic. the body of the cave mother is the body of the earth. after i 
could get out of the children hole in the moon cave, mother started teach- 
ing me cave mother magic. mother said a long time ago the women of the 
tribe did not bleed together as one body in the full bright moon time. each 
woman bled alone at her own time away from the tribal fire, bled alone 
in dangerous cold darkness. one day, the moon, full and bright, told cave 
mother that the women will only have their time of blood in the nights and 
days of bright moon. the moon told cave mother that on the night before 
the full bright moon, all the women with all the children before body hair 
should leave the tribal fire, carrying a flaming branch, and dwell together 
in the special cave until the last moon blood fell. the times of moon blood 
are the most magical. 


during times of moon blood, the elder men with the chief stay with 
the healer in the healing cave, taking care of him until the cave mother 
returns. they feed him, give him drink, bathe him. but they themselves fast 
and chant and rock and gently touch him. they can not understand him, 
can not see through his eyes. but as they sit around him, his spirit fills them 
and they are filled with visions. 


mother began my magical training by taking me with her when 
she left the moon cave during the waiting day and the day of restoring. on 
these journeys she would collect herbs, special stones, healing mud, and all 
the other magical objects that she would prepare and use with the healer 
in their cave, our cave. she told me the story and the power behind each 
object. she told me the secret magical stories hidden within the stories that 
the women shared within the moon cave, rubbing one another, rocking 
together, enjoying their single body. 
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after the times of blood, when we returned to the healing cave, 
mother started letting me help her prepare the healing objects. mother said 
the objects by themselves do not have healing powers. but the body magic 
calls forth the healing effect of the object just as mother and the healer call 
forth the healing magic within each other. after someone left the cave after 
a ritual, mother started explaining to me what had happened. most of this 
explaining was not done in words, but by mother and laughing face play- 
ing with me, turning my body and spirit on. 


laughing face would melt into the person’s body as they played, see- 
ing what was needed. sometimes by touching deeply, he could transmute 
the inner sickness. other times, when he felt death was approaching, he 
and mother would arouse the body spirit to melt with death. but most of 
the time, as the healer was physically melted with the person, mother saw 
with the healer’s eyes, felt with his body. then the healer would lay back, 
and mother would begin her body dance, rubbing wet warm, sucking the 
other into her, licking coolness, blowing life into the other, dancing hard 
and long deep into the woman cave. the other could be the ill person. often 
it was the healer. just before she left, mother started to pick me to be the 
other dancer. the dance would fade into sleep. then just before dawn, moth- 
er would wake the person up, give him herbs or a magical object, give him 
rituals, then would send him back into the tribe in survival. 


i absorbed all of this. i saw boys come to the healing cave when they 
first had hair on their bodies. the boy with first body hair would be barred 
from entering the moon cave on the first time of blood after body hair first 
appeared. the cave mother would ritualistically force his mother to not 
bring him into the moon cave again because he would never be again her 
son. the cave mother would send him to the healing cave. there, the chief 
would bar him from the cave, telling him to sit on the rock outside the cave, 
to wait for cave mother, to wait, not moving, without food, without water, 
without sleep. 


days later, the cave mother would return to the healing cave, with- 
out giving any notice to the sitting would-be man. she would enter the cave 
and would lie beside the healer. the elders would slowly dance from the 
cave to the sitting would-be man, lift him up, carrying him into the cave 
mother, lying him on her, belly on belly. then the elders would leave to 
dance outside of the cave. 


mother would gently let the boy enter her body, guiding him to melt 


with her in body and spirit, pulling him into the deep trance of transform- 
ing pleasure. then, when the boy had died to his child soul, the elders of 
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the tribe would enter the cave, lift the entranced would-be man onto their 
shoulders, and carry him out of the cave and on into his quest for a vision, 
for a new soul, and for a proof of his worthiness to be within the tribe. 


when a girl first entered the moon cave on her first time of blood, 
the women gathered around her and rocked her gently day and night until 
the moon blood stopped flowing between her legs. then they washed her 
childhood away, washed her into womanhood, washed her first in their 
moon blood, then washed her in clear cold water, welcoming her into their 
collective body. 


then the cave mother took the new woman outside of the cave, lay- 
ing her down on a bed of leaves. mother would reach deep inside the new 
woman, gently breaking the seal of skin, if it had not been broken in child 
play. the mother started calling forth from inside the new woman, started 
calling forth wave upon wave of intense moaning burning pleasure moving 
within the new woman’s body, joyfully burning up the little girl’s insides, 
the body of the young new woman writhing, opening wide to let the whole 
universe in. when the little girl had been completely burnt up, the tribal 
women took the new woman into their circle to rock with her. 


as my mother did before, i live with laughing face in our cave of love 
and play, far outside the reality of cold survival of the tribe. most of the 
time, people of the tribe come to our cave not to be healed of some sick- 
ness, nor to know the future, nor to appease the spirits, nor anything that 
you in your time might think would be magically important. most of the 
time, they come to be rocked by me and the healer, to be sung to by us, to 
play with us, to come into our personal love of warm playing skin. the pos- 
sibility of this personal love has not truly entered their reality of survival... 
except in their memories of what they have experienced within our cave... 
slowly this pleasure playing of personal love has leaked out of the cave over 
the lifetimes of the many cave mothers from the time when the first young 
girl found the first healer and hid with him in a cave, sneaking out to steal 
a blazing branch from the group fire of the human pack, sneaking out at 
night to gather berries and fruit...sneaking out so that the pack wouldn’t 
kill the useless deformed boy...sneaking out until she became an earth 
spirit to the pack when they caught sight of flashes of her. the young cave 
couple lived a new kind of existence together. in the pack there has always 
been the physical love of a mother for her babies, and children of the pack 
always have played together. but when the children entered the adult pack 
reality of cold survival which was dominated by fear, by individual isola- 
tion, and by being together solely out of physical need, this love and this 
child play quickly faded into the ultimate black beyond the light of the 
night fire of the pack. 
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but in the first cave couple, the personal love that was the mother- 
child physical love within the pack transmuted into the personal love 
between people that hadn’t been linked by the birthcord. this new kind of 
love was what melted the bodies of the first cave couple together. their play- 
ing together as children in adult bodies called forth this new kind of love. 
slowly their play revealed totally new physical pleasures which humans had 
never experienced before. in the pack, there was an ever-present lurking of 
a violent urge erupting in some male, grabbing a female from behind just 
to let her go a minute later after the pressure of the urge had been relieved, 
the woman going off to soothe her wounds. 


but within their cave playing, the first cave mother and the first 
healer began discovering the many paths of pleasure within their body 
of two...long giggling tickling belly warm chest moaning exploding white 
light turning colors sleeping warm skin. on these paths of pleasure, the 
moon came to them and taught them magic. the moon told many strange 
things...that men were not just protectors and providers...that men have 
a direct and active role in the creation of life...that everyone in the pack is 
physically connected to one another as a body. becoming aware of these 
things would transform the pack into a tribe, calling forth tribal love, 
extending into the land and animals. this awareness would come slowly 
as the tribespeople visited the cave, visited the personal love of the cave 
mother and the healer, experience within their own bodies the new physi- 
cal pleasure. they would take tiny bits of the expanding cave reality back 
to their relationships within the tribe. the moon said every pack had a cave 
couple developing, hidden, playing. 


iam seeing into your time through laughing face’s eyes. i’m see- 
ing past the marble temples where cave mothers became sex goddesses... 
past the men of power dividing the cave mother from the wounded healer, 
chaining her to promote isolation by turning her into just a safety valve for 
the release of guilt of power and the frustration of unattainable desire. 


but laughing face and i are still in our hidden cave waiting for you to 
come and play with us. 
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“Deep Core Love”, digital painting, 2004 


ARTIOPRESHAPINGREALIT 


March 24, 1999 


There are all kinds of art. 
There is art that calms, 
art that pacifies, 

art that sells, 

art that decorates, 

art that entertains. 


But what I am 

committed to is 

art as a battle, 

an underground war 
against fragmentation. 

The battle is on all realities. 


The controllers 
have always tried 
to fragment us. 
Fragment us 
from each other. 
Imprison us 
in islands of sex, 
color, 
religion, 
politics, 
classes, 
labels, 
etc., 
etc., 
etc., 
etc, 
etc. 
they fragment 
our inner worlds, 
they blow 


our individual realities apart, 
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and play the pieces 
against one another. 


They are us, 
or a part of us. 
They are the controllers, 
the politicians, 
the sexists, 
the women’s libbers, 
the pornographers, 
the censors, 
the moralists, 


the church, 
the media, 
the businessmen, 
educators, 
the victims 
and the powerful. 
They are us. 
They have divided us 
from our power, 
from our beauty, 
from our lust for life 
and pleasure. 
They have divided us 


from most of reality - 
divided dying from living - 
sex from living, 
sex from pleasure. 
We are kept in 
boxes of fear, 
of mistrust. 
We are kept waiting - 
kept waiting 
to do what 
we want - 
waiting 
for enough money, 
enough schooling, 
for everything to be right. 
We are kept waiting 
and protecting 
and hiding 
and suffering. 
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This is the time 
to do battle 
with the boxes. 


As artists, 
our tools 
are magic, 
our bodies, 
taboos, 

and dreams. 


This kind of art 
can be bubbles of childhood - 
hidden places 
where you can play and explore - 
it is the kids’ under-the-covers world, 


the playhouse, 
the treehouse, 
the cave, 
behind the barn, 
playing doctor, 
cars at drive-ins 
before going all the way, 
Huck Finn’s raft, 
tepees. 
People are afraid 
of this area of 
lusty exploring 
that they think 
they have out-grown 
-- but they are sucked into it. 
But this kind of art 
can have a more 
heavy-duty 
magical side to it 
that shocks, 
offends, 


and breaks new ground. 
This side is what is locked in, 
the subconscious, 
the womb, 
the underground, 
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Artists of this breed 
need to be 


of safeness. 
They need to be 
idealists, 


hell/ heaven, 
pleasure/ torture, 
the coffin, 
the grave, 
birth/ death/ rebirth, 
dream/ nightmare, 
the hidden world 
of taboos. 


warriors who are willing 
to go into the areas of taboo, 
willing to push 
beyond where 
it is comfortable 
and safe 
to explore 
and build 
a larger zone 


willing to live ideals. 
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“The Broadwalk”, digital painting, 2011 


Fuse 


August 26, 2003 


We are standing 
before a gate, 
On the edge 

Of newness, 
Holding hands. 


All bodies desire 

To merge with, 

To fuse with 

The core of every body 
Within closeness, 

Core within all cores. 
This is the hidden secret 
Of Gravity. 

It is not a mere attraction 
Of bodies... 

Not sexual. 

But this desire 

Has been long 

Thought of as impossible 
In this reality of divisions... 
Impossible 

Because of unwillingness 
To melt bodies and forms, 
To melt through skin, 

To melt beings 

With the Other, 

Going through layers, 
Until cores fuse 

Into just life. 


But the time has come 

For fusion, 

A blend of explosions 

And implosions 

Outside of time and space, 
Deep within our body, 
Peeling away layers 
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By deep friction 

Of warm love. 

Time has come 

To start to fade out 

The reality of division 

By lighting the fuse 

Within the small hidden cave 
Between our bodies, 

Going within the warmth. 


The reality of division 

Started when the cell of Life 

Divided and kept dividing. 

This reality of difference 

Released the possibilities 

Of personal love and creativity, 

The possibility of personal responsibility 
And being in aware relationship 

with THE OTHER. 


But before the Pyramids... 
A blink of an eye 
Within an evolution... 
The reality of division 
Became CIVILIZATION, 
Becoming a filter 
Used by the elite 

To turn evolution 

Into progress 

That benefited their 
Empires of isolation. 


Yes, we are standing 

Before a gate, 

On the edge of newness. 
When we light the fuse 
Within the hidden cave, 

It will release unimagined 
Possibilities. 

It will release what has been 
Locked up and away for so long. 
Get the foot off the neck 

Of dreams. 


Get the weight of the world 
Off the little kid’s back, 

Release the deep beating heart 
From the tight cage. 

It may release blasts 

Of tears, pain, joy, giggles. 

It will release life 

Full of wonder 

deep inside our body. 
Together we will take 

The blasts within us, 
Expanding us 

In all directions. 

We don't even know 

What fuse is. 

It may not be any particular act. 
We are just following it deeper, 
Going past taboos, 

Going beyond language... 
Just going on a journey 

Within between our bodies 
Within our trust. 

We will make our report 

After we return 

From the merge core, 

And after we discover 

A new language. 


Life itself 

Survives at all 

Because of the secret journeys 
Of the dismissed 

Within small caves 

Of love, 

Personal trust, 

And passion 

Beyond taboo. 
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“Untitled”, oil on cardboard, 10” x 13.5”, 1965 


ANSEL ADAMS WAS NO WILL HARPER 


Wednesday, January 01, 2003 


Ansel Adams was no Will Harper 
Never could be! 
Hey, he barely became Ansel Adams! 
Took him about 25 years 
To get started 
Being Ansel Adams! 
Before that 
He was 
That fuck-up Ansel 
That drop-out 
That reject 
That hopeless kid! 
Thank god 
For rich pappy! 


No, 
Ansel Adams was no Will Harper! 


But then again 
Ansel wanted to be a piano player 


But some fool 


Must have told Ansel 
He was no Jellyroll! 
Some fool 
Must have told Ansel 
In this life 
You have to channel 
Your creativity 
Down into 


YOUR TALENT! 
Never mind 


What you enjoy! 
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Never mind 


Ansel wrote too! 


Everyone knows 
Each person 
Is a limited soul 
Not able 
To plunge 
Into the unlimited 
Ocean of free play, 
But has to be content 
In the wading pool 
Of genre 
Of TALENT 


No, Ansel Adams was no Will Harper 


But then 
I'm no Ansel 
I'm no Will 
I’m just Frank 
I have to live with that! 
DARN! 
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“Trixie”, oil on canvas, 36” x 36”, 1979 


Family Friendly Poetry reading 


Saturday, April 06, 2002 


A family friendly poetry reading? 
Really? 
Do you mean like READERS’ DIGEST? 
MMMM... 
J suppose some poets Would go along With it... 
The kind in READERS’ DIGEST 
The kind who don’t see 

Don’t mind 

The command 
For “self” Censorship 
Tucked neatly in the warmly Caramel apple 


Phrase 

Of FAMILY FRIENDLY 
There ain’t no “self” Censorship 
You are Censoring art, 

Words, 
Intensity, 
Truths, 
The Audience 


Down into nice mellow 
Fascism 


J suppose some are Willing to accept this.... 
The kind who don’t question 
Questions like 
Which family? 
Tt definitely ain't my family 
Not any of the expanding rings 
OF my family 
In fact 
Tt is down right hostile 
To my human tribal family 
Which teaches our kids 
How to use Words 
To Communicate With all kinds OF people 
Tn all Kinds of Contexts 
Openly 
Deeply 
Freely 
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Exploring all life 
With a passionate honesty, 
Citting together 
In the yummy smelling kitchen 
Of Life 
Citting together 
Around the tribal fires 
Generations sitting together 
Passing the talking stick around 
Telling their stories 
Revealing their desires and fears, 
Wisdom and folly 
Exploring myths... 
Listening and telling 
Into the Center Of respect and acceptance... 
All the family listening 
All tell 
Tn their own Ways... 
Gilly little sister 
Wise grandma 
Hot angry brother 
Mother finding new words 
Dad listening to family voices... 
All beyond taboos 
Tn this sacred ritual Of telling. 


J don’t really Know What to make of this 
Hostile FAMILY FRIENDLY... 
Ok, 
J do. 
This is making poetry, 
All art, 
Into a hallmark lapdog 
Of the brainwashing “socialization” 
Of little lily and billy 
Reinforcing SCHOOL/CHURCH/CORPORATE shallow 
Dogma, 
Using us poets 
To be the shallow Virus dogma Carriers, 
Thinking 
FAMILY FRIENDLY Can ever be 
Anything but enforced shallow reality 
On everyone 
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Cure, 
When J read at schools 
I play by THE RULES 
Not because of the kids 


But to get into the brainwashing Camps 
To Slip the kids 
A subversive potion of 
Words/ideas/images 


But shoot me 

If 1 ever read at a FAMILY/KIDS FRIENDLY POETRY READING... 
No... 

Choot the fascist’s parents! 


Think fast! 
A, loving couple lovingly f... 


Tn your head, 
What did you hear for F? 


Did J just Cross the |ine? 


Hope so! 
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“Superman”, oil on canvas, 35” x 68”, 1976 


About K.A. 


June 23, 1997 


A southern gentleman, 

gentle being, 

creates a noise fountain, 

a gate to a dark erotic motel 

of razor blade cutting blonde 

white skin in love. 

Time going backwards 

into a shamanistic perverseness, 

floating back into a pipeline 

of a sustained note, a sexy machine whine, 


strangely human, strangely divine. 


This gentleman puts pictures in my head 


too taboo. 


This gentleman with his noises super real spray 
opens up caverns of possibilities 
like a knife ripping open a child’s belly. 


And I always have wondered 


what is in southern comfort! 


A gentle spirit unbounded. 
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“Test Pattern”, digital painting, 2010 


Eat Your tleart Out 


December 2011 


I have always had a rich full fun life. 
Everything comes easy to me. 
I don't care about being 
Respectable 
or so “successful", 
or acceptable 
beyond this inner flesh. 


I surrender to play and to life. 
Everything comes so far 
into juicy bits 
of extraordinary supernatural modality 
of relationship dynamics upon my word. 


I know this is not what to say 
if you want to be included in 
the addressing Fields 
of dazzling whiteness 
over oils of press and applause. 


They want victims 
suffering against overwhelming odds 
of the temptation 
to editorialize 
defeat to survive barely, 
waiting to take possession 
of these annoying 
medical monsters of yokes 
of repression... 


A special freak 
who came to replace 
the control box 
by profound attention 
and ordeal of extraordinary dimensions 
bearing upon big terms of 
keeping with heavy leaden gray deceptive dawn 
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between the tempest 
and this dreadful nightmare of repression. 


Of course you can't do it, 


they say. 
He 
[me] 
is special 
with courage, 
strength surmounted all obstacles 
being mauled by isolation 
resulting from between physical problems... 
And abilities of luck... 
All of which you 
and most people 
unhappy don't have. 
He 
[me] 


is special exception 
that proves the extreme point of 
hopelessness, 
helplessness 
appalling disaster 
which imprison everybody 
without any possible alternatives. 


They push this shit! 


I am always able to handle anything, 
having fun 
in the freedom 
of not knowing 
what is impossible. 


My dreams are melting 
into juicy molten 
every day activities just as 
people who thought I was Jewish! 


I surrender to play and to life. 


Everything comes so easy! 
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Yes, it is hard work sometimes. 
But I have come out 


of the extreme edge 
of things 
in my wheelchair 
addressing similar circumstances. 


Escape from whatever 
between us and fun! 


They want you to think 
you got it 
better than me, 
somebody, 
anybody! 


You ain't got shit! 


But at least you ain't 
a victim 
of cerebral palsy for life, 
suffering with cerebral palsy. 


At least you ain't confined to a wheelchair! 


At least you can walk, 
talk, 
feed yourself, 
wipe your own asshole 
in the way God tends you to do! 


At least you can play football 
until you break your neck 


playing football! 
Then... 
Oh, well... 
At least 
you ain't 
a nigger 


38 


or a woman, 
or a fag! 


Reporters scramble everything up. 


They don't use their souls, 
their formidable pricking eyes. 


They see a wheelchair 
and they write 
suffering victim 
of cerebral palsy 
confined to a wheelchair 
and is ninety eight percent disabled 
with no body control... 


Oh yes he saw a murder! 
Reporters are brainwashed. 
They have only filter tip eyes! 


They see me dancing, 
playing piano 
smothering the piece 
of pounding 
lustily on the keys 
with vehemence and whatever else, 
painting those unknown sights 
in oils by Jackson Pollock physical ritualism 
of direct engagement 
with my whole body control of the paint 
with my head, 
seeing me 
feeling up 
right up 
her inner flesh with style and aim... 


And they conclude 
and report 
I am paralyzed, 
stiffened under the bottom 
of no movements 
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or control 
or bodily feelings 


and am 

ninety eight percent disabled, 
helpless, 
vulnerable, 


hopeless fizzle. 
And you depend upon them 
for the clear ultimate vision 
of direct experiencing 
of observation of objectivity! 


I suppose 
I could even paint 
if I was Jewish paralyzed. 


But I would have to come up 
with a difficult style and techniques 

which involve the necessity 

of deferring to explore 
my luck 
and whatever 

between physical touch 

and the one more reckless effort 
to free any particular color. 


But the brainwashed plot 
is so complete 
that some playmates 
who had romp with me 


flexuosity 
and yum 
yum 
yum 


have then bought 
that empty press surrebuttal 
of my Body of Christ. 


I told you so, folks. 
I obviously wasn't meant 


for the control 
of what is possible! 
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Poetry of truffles 
and Champagne 
and yum 
yum of philosophy, 
humor among various gangland serfs 
and behind the curtain of fog 
and romantic shit 
about how boring it 
was to build 
upon communicating 
even before speaking. 


The margins exclude 
almost entirely most of everything 
which is noncommercial, 
uncensored, 
unconscious, 
unexpected 
original Files 
under the command of Bruni d'Entrecasteaux, 
ignoring such bestial-looking creatures 
like you and me. 


Also he gave me shit 

about getting deeper 

into the ultimate midst 

of the arousing desire 

of magical colors 
disappeared from humanity 
and love 
with wide open legs 
thrust into bed 
after eating 
the contents of folly! 


But wisdom 
which may be able to procure fresh meat 
for everybody here 
is what I am looking for! 
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LALLING INTO SKIN 


Thursday, January 10, 2002 


Lying here together 

Just holding each other 

Small, warm, 

Smelling each other 

Breathing each other in 

Breathing life in 

Breathing everything in 

Taking everything into our bodies 
Our body 

Breathing life, 

All life in, deeply 

To our core, 

Then breathing pleasure out, 

All warmed up, 

Breathing warm pleasure 

In all life everywhere, 

Watering life, 

Growing stronger, freer 

With every deep breath 

Taking EVERYTHING in 

Transforming transmuting everything 

Into our rose-skin reality 

Falling falling falling 

Masks falling away 

Who we pictured ourselves 

Falling away 

Just surrender into each other, 

Into egoless self within us combined, 

Without fear 

Trusting the core within us 

Falling 

Skin melting 

Nerve-endings pull us in 

From within 

Rich blood rushes in, 

Washing us from within, 

Tides within between us 

Rocking rubbing on each other 

In the sea of skin 
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Everywhere surrounding us, 
Enveloping us 

You lay here, me in your mouth 
Not going anywhere 

Just slight movement 

To keep arouse pleasure alive 
Beyond time 

Before separation, 

Before birth and death 

A calm excitement 

Of being together 

Being within, 

Not being between 


There is a draining, 

A releasing of surface tension 
Skin pales 

As everything flows deeper 
To the core 

Everything get slower, 

Warm cool 

Beats melt together 

Warm wax colors flow in veins 
We get too small, 

We become invisible 

Rubbing rocking me 

From your belly button 
Downward 

In between 

Moist 

Absorbing everything 

Into our grooved smallness 
Into the life code of change 
Where we play 

Unseen, unknown 

Rocking small, pale 

Falling 

Without fear 

Into the cool tickling grass 
Sinking into cool slippery mud 
Getting dirty 

Falling, 

Following the roots 


Downward into cracks 

In hard cold rocks 

Breaking them open 

Revealing hidden meanings 
Breaking through to underground ocean 
Of dark invisible matter, 

Warm satin which seeks out 

All space, 

Seeks out all skin, 
Becoming/enfolding our body 
Filling everything 

So small 

That we plunge into the molten core, 
Into subatomic center beyond space 
Into solar explosion deep 

in the universal everywhere 
breathing spiraling warm change 

in and out deeply 

as we lie here 

smelling the sweet sweat 

of our very human bodies 
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PASSIONS DON’T BURN OUT 


Friday, March 19, 1999 


Passions don’t burn out 
bliss don’t boil away 
fuel of life 

is for a lifetime 


burnt owt? 

Kill yourself... 
or stop using 
glamor, hype, 
romantic drug 

to rush above 
everyday reality 


Opposite: “Woman with a Boa”, oil on canvas, 36.75” x 36.75”, 1977 








“Nude Stacy”, digital painting, 1996 


Is This Appropriate? 


February 2, 2003 


When | cried out, 

they said crying out 

was not “appropriate behavior”. 

| do not think appropriate behavior 
is good. 


Everything 

that is not 
appropriate behavior 
makes me feel. 


Don’t trust 

Anyone 

Who labels 

Things 

As not appropriate behavior! 


Art, 

Poetry, 

Music, 

Sex, 

Love, 

Belly laughs... 

All outside of 
Appropriate behavior. 


That’s where | live 
In freedom! 
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GRADUATION 
For Erika 
Sunday, September 01, 2002 


Really 
There is no beginning, 
No ending, 
No leaving or going, 
No stages or signposts 
You came with an urge 
To expand 
Into yourself 
Outside of your skin 
Into your body 
Outside of what is known or comfortable 
This terrible urge of yours 
Is the same urge 
That's exploding 
The whole universe 
In all directions 
Without itself 
You came to dance 
With me 
Within your dangerous urge, 
To battle demons 


With me, 
To play 
And explore pleasure 
Freedoms, 
And fears 
With me... 
Always dry wisecracks 
And shrugging off 
Misgivings 
Loudly 
Before you leaped 
But you leaped 


Every time into the expanding 
Rings of vulnerable power 
Of becoming... 
Becoming 
The gentle tides 
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That wash away 
The sand fortresses 
Of isolation 
Which appeared so massive solid, 
Just dissolved, 
Melted harmlessly. 
Yes, you became 
The gentle spring rains 
Erasing the hard chalk lines 
Drawn on playgrounds 


By bullies... 
“If you step over this, you sissy!” 
Now the ghosts and demons 
Seem just silly fearful creatures, 
Only barely visible 
Running away 
From your bright, glowing body, 


All juicy and relaxed 
Yes, 
You have expanded, 
Are expanding, 
Into enjoying life, 
Dark and rich 

And we, 

You and me, 


Have expanded lustfully 
Deep inside each other, 
Body and soul, 
Cozy home rooted in love, 
Fellow warriors and lovers 
Carrying each other 
Deep inside 
There is no leaving for the likes of us, 
Just a never ending graduation 
Of us playing together 
In the ever pushing urge 
to surrender 
Into the ever new unknown 
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“Batman’s Face”, oil on canvas, 40” x 40”, 1976 





“Silver Surfer”, oil on canvas, 30” x 30”, 1976 


neked poles 


August 5, 1995 


ripping paper, 
revealing 
the beautiful rough wood 
buried 
under 
all of those 
littering 
words, 
ideas, 
events, 
messages, 
images 
of humans 
gone out 
of control, 
seeking contact 
right out 
on the street 
where anyone 
and everyone 
can see 
and read 
and get tempted, 
get distracted, 
get pulled 
into rdon't-know-what. 


all on the telephone poles 
on my avenue. 


beautiful telephone poles. 


sO 1 make my rounds 
pulling, 
ripping, 
making 
our world 
neat again, 
making it 
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sate 
and comfortable 
and pleasant again 
for tourists 


and macy's. 

after all, 
ideas 
stapled up everywhere 
are disturbing, 
disquieting, 
and messy. 
i don't look 
or read 
as 1 rip, 
1 Just listen, 
then pat the nude wood, 
then move 
on to the next pole 
covered in scales 
of communication 
of strange communities 
and subcultures 
who don't know 
that there are 
right and correct 
channels of 

communications. 

buy an ad 


on a bus bench, 
for pete's sake. 


ever hear of the classifieds? 
get a review, 
you lying nixons 
and funky headshrinkers, 


whatever you are! 


they are probably 
oily 
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slimy dark 
so-called 
beat punk 
poets 
writing pages 
Upon pages. 


no sense of order 
or of the correct style. 


they wonder why 
sensible papers 
don't list 
their wailing sessions. 


so they deface 
my natural beautiful pole 
with their crude 
rude 
announcements. 


is your mutt lost? 
check the pound. 


lost child, 
see the police. 
but i'm getting carried away. 
1 leave 
missing persons 
and wanted posters up 
as a public service. 
after all, 
the cops 
always wink and smile... 
except when 1 tried 
to burn the disgusting flyers off... 
it got out of control... 
but 1 will keep control. 


Cops 
and managers of up-scale chain stores 
and the city beautification committee 
all smile 
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and wink 
as 1 pass. 
im their agent. 


1 do 
what they want 
until 
they can pass a law. 


there will be a law 
because there should be one 
against 
this rubbish of scum. 


and when that day comes, 
as it surely will, 
the chamber of commerce 
will reward me with a scroll, 
and a grant, 
and the position 
of the keeper 
of the poles, 
complete with handcuffs 
for anyone 
1 catch 
pinning words 
to nude wood. 


i don't care if it is 
martin luther nailing his protests, 
robin hood posting 
his demands 
to the evil sheriff, 
tom paine banging 
his broadsides 
up at every crossroads 
and outside every tavern 
in the land, 
ben franklin plastering 
his newspaper 
all over towne, 
the girlie posters 
by that french dwarf, 
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or whathaveyou? 


it is not a question 
of censorship 
or free speech. 


we should just keep things 
in their proper places, 
keep neat 
order! 


now im willing to let 
the real politicians 
have the use of 
my poles 
only 


during elections. 


after all, 
Tm american! 


but the rest of the year 
the poles must be nude! 
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MIKEE'S 
LUV 


4 SACK FULL 
OF LUV 
JUST 4 UII 






LU Ec 
Christmas Cards, digital paintings, top: 2011; bottom: 2008 





Season of hidden hope 


a radio musical 
November 23, 1993 


I 


Walking along 
cold dark homeless 

roads 
clogged with ice fears, 
my only friend 
is the wind 
chilling my bones 

into longing 
and lost 
and beyond... 


into a cynical loneliness. 


Herding my sheep, 
looking in windows 
of unattainable desires, 
looking at presents 
useless 
because 
I don’t have anyone to give them to, 


looking into the past 
soft colored warm homes 
that are no longer mine. 


Everyone has left, 
everyone Is gone. 


Even the sun has left 
long ago, 
long before the manger. 


And the sun 

will not come back 
ever 

again. 

This is the season 
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of dark depression 
and fragile suicide. 


Yes, 
I know 
I can always bum up 
the $29.95 
to buy 
the plastic hope and faith 
at 7 Eleven 
and pretend 
it is my wonderful life 
playing 


in the video store’s window. 


But instead 
I wrap myself 
in a jaded pretense 
of dry ice isolation 
of not caring, 
and drinking 
the stale 
but warm wine of regrets. 


2 


The birth 
of new hope 
has always been hidden within 
the long cold 


winter darkness. 


Huddled together, 
clinging to our tribal warmth 
as our only protection 
against dying 
into the scary 
black 


unknown, 


we always have been blind 
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to the evergreen 
hope of life. 


It has always been 
the first time 


the sun 
and easy hope 
have gone away. 
So we always think 
they will never 
come again. 
The evergreen hope 
has been hidden 
away 
in the womb 
of the humble 


and in children’s dreams. 


The forces of greys 
have always overheard 
the possibility 

of the hidden hope... 

have always searched 
for it 
to pervert it 
into human isolation... 
or, 
failing that, 
to kill it 
for all time. 


But the forces of power 
always overlook 


the hidden human hope 
rocking 
in the baby’s cradle. 
As power 
goes on a desperate killing, 
chopping 
hacking 
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gorging, 
eating 
the old world up...... 
we huddle together 
in the silent night 
upon the hill, 
rocking together 

in our tribal body warmth. 


The shaman, 
the holy woman, 
the medicine man 
have always shifted 
our attention away 
from the dark 
cold 
outward 
fear, 
have always shifted 
our gaze 
to the guiding light 
of new birth... 
at first 
in the stars, 
then in the roaring 
tribal fire 
which pulled 
all human feelings 


within it, 
and still later 
into that corny 
home hearth 
crackling 
with bright colors 


popping. 


Into this fire 
we have always gone, 
hearing 
the drumming 
of our innocent heart 
beating 
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in a slow excitement, 
meeting 
again 
our love of life. 
We curl up 
with our love 
and wait 
for warm spring 
to arrive... 
as hope grows 
into knowing. 
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I HATE NICE PEOPLE 


Thursday, April 11, 2002 


i get worried if my words and images fit through veins clogged with fatty 
taboos of polite appropriate of comfortability. 


i get worried...is the art that small that it fits through that pinhole of a hole... 
so small that nudes on the walls, words on telephone poles, any shift in the 
social power structure threatens the very reality fabric. 


i’m too proud to admit the art poetry is that small. so my art becomes a 
roto-rooting balloon covered in razors tipped in draino acid, pushing 
pressuring uncomfortable unsocial grinding against the grain until the killer 
fatty clots of taboos burst out the other end and go down the drain like trouble. 


i don’t really go after the hitlers, the mccarthys, the helms, or their 
brown shirts. 


they are just limp-dicked power-junkies with swiss-cheese egos, each hole 
filled with inferiority. they are just moons with no power light of themselves, 
just reflecting fear. 


no, i go after the nice people who never asked where the trains were going, 
boxcars filled with people. didn’t have to. only suspected, only heard rumors... 
after all, the general is a friend. never said, excuse me, iam a jew too, arab too, 
a jap too, a gay too, i’ve negro blood running in my body, aids too. i'm a commie 
who took home movies of our nude kids. so better put me on that train too. 
better put us all on that train. there ain’t no train big enough! 


i go after the nice people who keep going to work after seeing their friends 
missing, after hearing rumors of blacklist and blackball. must write something 
about that subject to THE TIMES. he used to be such a pleasant fellow...but now 
he is a whining paranoid...not a sort to have to tea. he is like a wet messy fart. 
not in my backyard! 


yes, i go after nice people. but my time in the belljar is about over. so i’ll leave 
you with this. what is happening in your backyard is what really matters. 
so be sure to weed! 


Opposite: “Seated Nude”, oil on canvas, 36” x 36”, 1981 
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NO CAN NOTS 


Sunday, April 28, 2002 


Talking to future healers 
& teachers 
& maybe future 
muckrakers & troublemakers 
Well, 
Not really future 
Because hopefully 
You are doing IT 
RIGHT NOW! 
Hopefully 
I'm not talking to the future guards 
Of the corporate normalcy 
Armed with can nots, 
Limiting futures from birth, 
Enforcing coloring only within the lines, 
Enforcing doing everything 
THE RIGHT WAY 
THE NORMAL WAY 


TWO HOT BABES by frank moore for suzy 
‘07 





“Two Hot Babes”, digital painting, 2007 


Te° Lale 


For Barbara Smith’s 
70th Birthday 
Friday, June 29, 2001 


It is too late 
For THEM to defeat us. 
We have made it to the gravy years! 
We have lived rich lives, 
Within a deep web of 
Tribal community relationships, 
Deep into shamanistic rituals 
Playing, 
Surrendering 
To the magic 
Without limits 
Sitting on the mat 
In the universal room of hidden imagination, 
Feeding 
Every body who comes in 
A magical feast of contact connecting flesh rituals, 
Growing, working the garden together 
Walking together 
Within small circles of evolution, 
Of risks, 
Dangers, 
Trust, 
Deep pleasures! 
Yes, my fellow playmate, 
They have failed 
To take the riches of living 
Away from us. 
Sure... 
They raped us 
Tortured us 
Pretended we were just feeble-minded silly foam 
But we have transformed 
All that into our web 
Of change 
Damn! 
Ain’t that what life, 
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Art, 
Magic 
Is all about anyway? 


And now it’s too late for them! 


They can kill us, 
Put us in prison, 
Take everything/everybody from us, 
Erase us from memory, 
But we would still have our life, 
Our changes, 
Our melting 
Into the universal tribal body 
Their only hope 
Is us taking our lives back 
By doubting, 
By stopping playing, 
Touching, 
Enjoying 
But fat chance! 
We are having too much fun! 


Ah yes, 
My dear, 
We are in the GRAVY YEARS! 
And the gravy 
Is rich, 
Hot, 
And spicy... 
Just right 
To be poured 
Over winter squash! 
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within The Li¥ing DaAdows 


August 1, 2003 
for Linda Smith 


oh, the cool living 
within the shade 

of the big oak! 

The girl swinging 

Ona high branch 
Looks down 

And sees my bright 
Pink and yellow petals, 
Jumps down 

to smell me 

And lies beside me 

To listen to the music 
Of the oak leaves 
Playing with the summer breeze. 


All my life 

I have been sheltered 
By my friend the oak, 
Being protected from 
Hard rain, 

Gusts of cold wind, 

And hot sun, 

So that my gentle beauty 
Can grow 

strong & bright 

Within the circle 

Of vibrating shade... 
Refreshing shadows 

of living together, 
Rooted together 

Within just being together. 
Ah, my friend, 

The oak tree! 


Opposite: “Koala Bear”, oil on canvas, 22” x 30”, 1975 
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2010 Frank Moore 





“Shy”, digital painting, 2010 


The Imagination Woods 
For Kirsten 

For her birthday 

Monday, July 21, 2003 


Outside of town, 

Behind the field 

Where the carnivals 

And the traveling preachers 

Set up their tents, 

There is a woods, 

Deep & dark & dense... 

Nobody knows how far back it goes. 
Everybody knows to keep out of the woods 
That always threatens to swallow the town up. 
Everybody? 

Not quite! 

The crazies and the moonshiners , 
The forbidden lovers, 

And the lovers of the forbidden, 
And wild, untamed children, 

All find cover for their sacred crimes 
Within the hiding edges 

Of the woods. 

But not the sane, 

‘The respectable, 

The normal... 

We never go near the woods, 

With its saber-tooth tigers, 

Giant leather birds, 

Rabid wolves, 

Razor grasses, 

And the deep hidden pit traps 

With generations 

Of the bones of corpses. 

I've heard tales 

Children getting sucked 

Into the dark heart 

Of the cruel woods, 

Wandering out years later 

Naked, muttering gibberish, 

To spend the rest of their days 

In THE HOSPITAL OF MERCY. 
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Me... 

I never went near the woods.... 
Until now... 

Until I started talking to Indian Joe. 
People say he’s drunk and crazy. 
But his breath is sweet; 

His words are clear, 

Infecting my brain and heart 

With longings for new possibilities. 
He lives deep in the woods! 

He tells me stories of 

THE CREATURE KIRSTEN, 

The spirit/body dwelling 

Within, 

Just within! 


So here Iam, 

Walking into the woods, 

On a quest for the unlimited unknown. 
There's a ball 

Of excited pleasure 

In my belly 

As I pass through 

the community of outcasts, 

And leave them behind 

On the edge. 

I just walk and walk, 

Deeper into experience, 

Smelling Live and Death 

All mixed up. 

Everything is melting into everything, 
Not staying within skin. 

Colors and sounds 

Intense, clear, 

But blending into me. 

My brush presses swirling 

Into the fleshy paint pot, 

Presses firmly into bright surreal 
Colors, 

Cool colors on the woods’ floor, 
Sunlight vibrates through the leaves, 
playing music with the birds & the water. 
Is it Kirsten? 


Is Kirsten in me? 

I'm walking in a joyful creek, 
Cool gentle on my feet, 

Alive finally! 

Enjoying the mud, 

The smooth yellow stones 
Enjoying walking, 

Exploring, 

Surrendering, 

Merging. 

I hear hearty laughing, 

From a sexy belly. 

Must have been me 

Because I don’t see anyone else. 
I hear sobbing 

Which sinks reality deeper. 

I hear “FUCK!” 

that explodes into my very being! 
Not my voice... 

Too much raw emotion. 

It’s her! 

I keep walking, 

Going to the source 

Of the creek. 

There are balls of mud clay, 
Maybe eggs 

Each with a unique design. 

I keep seeing more of these objects. 
Magical? 

Ain't everything in these woods 
Magical? 

Was Kirsten born from one 

Of these mud eggs? 

Did a child play-make these mud realities, 
Or a primitive? 

Questions seems so silly 
Within this God! 

So do my clothes! 

I leave both behind. 

Keep walking, 

Exploring. 

Everything is fusing together. 
Every move causes warm pleasure. 
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I can't tell what is me anymore. 
Don't need to anymore! 
Just keep walking to the source! 


I'm now.... 

Mmmmmm! 

I'm indeed now! 

But I mean I’m now 

At the source of the creek, 

A spring of purity. 

Outside a crude comfort hut, 

A creature stirs a soup pot, 

With a keening wail, 

She climbs a tree! 

With a wild laugh, 

She right here with me, 

Sharing nude skin pleasure 

Rubbing herself into me, 

Taking me into her, 

Fusing bodies, 

Simply enjoying being together, 
Being enough! 

She keeps changing, 

Snorting at the sheer fun 

Of our dance/play. 

She keeps changing. 

An old hag 

Croaking sex hexes, 

A young girl 

Full of wonder, 

A lusty sexy seducer, 

Now she split into a whole tribe. 

We are home 

Sitting around the fire 

Cooking the soup... 

She keeps throwing red hot peppers in 
Along with other things she gathered. 
I stir the pot as she dances 

Beyond time with others in our tribe. 
All their voices and bodies are within me. 
I'm within their dances 

As I stir the pot. 

We grow old together 


As we wait for the soup 

To chill. 

We can wait 

Because we are in our tribal home 

Of being enough. 

Then she pours in the moonshine. 
This cold hot pepper moonshine soup 
Has such a kick! 


Damn, 

Why didn’t I go into 

The woods of imagination 
Before? 

Well, 

I'm here now... 

With you! 
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eee LEER 
“Primitive”, oil on canvas, 36” x 36”, 1979 


TRIBAL PERFORMANCE 


september 30, 1992 


iam not interested in 

climbing up 

onto the altar of the stage, 

in hiding behind the invisible fourth wall 


i am not interested in 
dividing myself 

from the people, 

fieom the magic, 

from the tribal community. 


iam not interested in 
hiding 
behind masks 


or characters. 


iam not interested in 
doing monologs, 
standing alone 
and isolated 
under the spotlight. 


not interested in 
being a cultural commentary, 
not interested in 
being a lone artist, 
suffering, 
alone, 
traveling around the land, 
chasing fame... 
or at least recognition... 
embittered 
that art doesn't pay, 


iam not interested in 


fucking you 
the audience. 
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iam not interested in 
just putting my cock 
into your body, 


i want much more than sex 


i want to put my whole body 
into your body... 
i want to take 
your whole body 
into my body, 
i want 
our naked skin 
to mett together 
in touch... 
our skin 
melted 
into an organ of tribal body... 
an OPgAN OF CONNECTION un 
an organ that brings everything within. 
i want 
to erase 
the false role 
of skin 
as the dividing line 
that separates 
you from me, 
the outside feom within, 
the above from the below. 


i want us to be 
in a tribal body, 
in the state of community, 
i want us to be 
cozy, 
wrapped up into one another s bodies 
as parts of one body... 
rocking together. 


iam not talking 
symbolically or abstractly, 


iam not talking 
flashes or peak experiences. 
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iam not talking 
about fractions of a second, 
or seconds, 
or minutes. 
iam talking about 
hours and days 
within this tribal body 
within the magical reality of performance. 
im talking about 
physical reality that 
makes us sweat, 
makes us be tuened-on... 
a reality that 
we can touch and rub... 
a reality of 
human laughter 
and heavy sobs of teue feeling. 
a reality 
which sticks onto our bodies, 
our naked tribal body... 
and gets carried out 
of the ritual space 
into “the real world,” 
“peal life,” 
infecting 
that outer world 
with the virus of 


new alternatives and new possibilities. 


but this tribal performance... 
this calling up of tribal body, 

tribal experience, 

tribal reality... 
is much more possible 
when the “performance 

comes out of a tribal life... 
when the tribal reality 
is not limited 
to the performance reality, 


life on the road 


for an artist 
is lonely, 
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isolating, 


this tends to 
infect 
both the artist 
and the art. 
and the fact of the matter is, 
performance is 
a full time occupation 
for a single body... 
and in cold practical reality, 
this occupation does not pay the artist... 
the artist has to be willing 
to pay the art 
for the privilege of doing it. 
this has always been true. 
this will not change. 
this places the artist 
who lives in only one body 
in an almost impossible situation... 
a situation 
that is only made liveable by either 
magic or compromise 
(and compromise 
is death 
to both the art 
and the artists). 


but the artist 
who lives and creates 
within a tribal body, 
a tribal community, 
can perform 
many different tasks 
at once both 
in the art 
and in the mundane world. 
the tribal body 
can go to work 
to get money, 
do the art’s office work, 
make the flier, 
book tickets..... 
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all at the same time. 
this is also teue 
for inside the ritual of art. 


and besides, 
the tribal body 
has much more fun on the voad... 


and that fun 
(jou) 
infects 


the art. 


i have a dream for the 90's... 
that we will see 
artist bands, 
clans, 
carnivals, 
circuSes..... 
all self-contained 
tribal communities... 
roaming the country, 
doing art rituals. 


yes, 


i have a dream... 


the night of the tribal bodies! 
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frank moore 2001 





“Tracey Is Ready!”, digital painting, 2001 


Pleasing 


Wednesday, June 15, 2005 


It is natural 

Human 

To create happiness 

Within our combined body 
Living together 

Just a part of enjoying 

Being together 

Infusing 

Melting 

Surrendering into one another. 


This is pleasing, 

Caring, 

Just being together 

In being enough, 

Not going anywhere, 

No separation, 

Floating together 

In turn-on, 

Doing the dishes together 
Cleaning house 

Making love 

Cooking dinner 

Feeding one other 
Within our body 

Without anything to prove 
Or to show... 

Just actively following 
Together the flowing 
Blood within us. 

THIS IS PLEASING. 


It is fashionable today, 

Backed up by correctness, 

To refuse to please. 

But this “pleasing” 

Isn't our pleasing. 

It’s appeasing. 

There is nothing within our body 
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To appease! 

The wife appeases 
Her abusive husband 
To not get clobbered... 
The 18 year old girl 
Appeases her parents 
To win love, approval, 
Whatever... 

To escape a fist 

Of power. 
Appeasement 

Is coins feeding 

The meter 

Of isolation 

And separation. 


“I don’t want to please anymore!” 
is bleak, 

cutting the heart out, 
sealing active surrendering, 
melting, infusing 

up in a cold cell. 

And this is why 

Appeasing / 

Running away 

Is fashionable 

Today. 


NOT VERY PLEASING... 
OR PLEASURABLE! 


I ain't writing 

This so-so poem 

‘To please you 

Or appease you... 

It just came out 

Of our body 

of loving/enjoying 
Being together... 
Just like kissing, 
Washing dishes... 

IF I KISS YOU TO PLEASE YOU 
It would separate us, 
Would be denying. 


KITTEE for SANDY 





1999 by frank moore 


“Kittee”, digital painting, 1999 
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Jusi Beineen 05 


Wednesday, December 12, 2001 


We enter the magic cave 

Of play and healing, 

Shedding our fiction characters 
We use outside, 

Ego masks, skin tight, 
Limiting....limiting the expanding. 
Those masks will change 

When we put them back on, 
Softening to fit our new bodies, new faces... 
Later. 


Here we are 

More than ourselves 

More of ourself 

Expanding 

Expanding into one another 
Rubbing skin 

Friction of pleasure 

Falling into the in-between 
Surrender to the falling 

Out of time and space, 
Surrendering into discomfort 
Of strangeness which contains 
A strange comfort of remembering 
The body and soul 


Falling into the in-between, 
Surrendering into the trance 
Pleasure friction of creation 
Rubbing dead skin into each other, 
Aroused and excited, 

Going into each other, 
Taking each other in, 

There is no THE OTHER, 

No IN-BETWEEN. 

Breathing each other deeply, 
Smelling and tasting, 
Licking and kissing, 


Prickly state of inter-penetration, 
Nerves connected 

In the skin, 

Melt bodies together, 

Removes the lies of separation, 
Hearts beat together strong relax, 
Rich red blood flows deep. 


We rock calm deep contained within each other 
Within the combined body 

Deep pleasure flows over us 

Washing from deep within. 


We have been here before, 

Being contained within everything, 
Enveloping everything within. 
Lying extended within our combined body, 
Combined self/soul, 

relaxed, enjoying being within, 
Sucking aroused pleasure up 

As a tide of change, 

Enjoying being with each other 
Without going anywhere, 

Being enough. 


The tide, 

the laugh 

Giggle, sobbing 

Pleasure 

Leave our body reality 

Trance of inter-dependence, 
Inter-penetration, 

Holy healing play dance, 

And flows inward into the whole cosmos, 
Changing everything, 

Changing healing unseen, unknown 


We leave the cave 


With each other inside... 
And our masks expand and soften. 
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“Sunset Rise”, digital painting, 2010 


River Vistow 


Sunday, March 21, 1999 


People sometimes ask, 
“Where is your work heading? 
What do you want to do next?” 


It is not my work. 
It is not my choice. 


For me, 

it is not a question 

of a next thing. 

It is a growing, 

evolving vision. 

lam carried along 

in this vision 

of life, 

of art. 

A performance does not have 
a beginning 

or an end. 

It is just 

a tiny bit 

of the vision. 

The vision braids 

around itself, 

flowing on.| do not know 
where the vision 


is taking me. | have not been down 


this vision before. 


One thing’s for sure. We humans 


are not the end 
of evolution. 
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THE GHOSTLY FINGERS OF ABSTRACTION 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE O1, 2005 


THE GHOSTLY FINGERS 
OF ABSTRACTION 
ARE COLD OATMEAL. 


THOSE HANDS 
OF WIND 
CAN NOT TOUCH 
OR HOLD. 
THEY GO RIGHT THRU YOU... 
NOT VERY FULFILLING 
NOT VERY SATISFYING 


TIME TO GET OUT OF THAT ROOM, 
TIME TO STOP WAITING 
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2010 Frank Moore 





“Flower Power”, digital painting, 2010 


LOCKED IN, LOCKED OLIT 


March 12, 2004 


Evolution searches out potential 
Within every life form, 

Within every experiment, 
Flowing through change, 
Flowing through adaptations 
Into new possibilities. 


This tide wave 

Moves everything, 

Shapes everything, 
Leaving everything 

Which doesn’t find 

The ever changing 
Potential within its soul 
Behind... 

Just didn’t live out 

Within the dynamic dance 
Of existence. 

Failures are the golden steps 
Of expanding creation. 


But we civilized humans 
Have been denied 

For most of the blink 

Of our history 

Most of our potential. 

The tide wave 

Has been dammed up, 
Evolution has been funneled 
Down into a narrow, 

High pressure laser 
Focused for profit and power 
Of the hidden few. 


Most of our potential 
Is locked in, 

Locked away, 

Locked out, 

Locked up. 
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Locked away in closets, 

Locked up in factories 

Of meaningless work, 

Locked away in warehouses 

Of waiting to die... 

Death waits 

A dull lifetime to come. 

Locked outside the margins, 
Locked outside on the homeless streets, 
Locked inside the suburbs of isolation, 
Locked within the walled communities 
Of comforting unreasoning fear, 
Locked up within well-paid sitcoms, 
Locked out toiling in the fields, 

Not allowed to eat the food, 

Dying in the false famine, 

Dying from thirst 

In the African dust 

Manufactured from bottled demand, 
Dying from sickness 

Preventable, 

Curable, 

Locked away within 

The dark other, 

Locked in the kitchen 

Cooking artificial food 

Of bland pretending 

Routine not fulfilling 

Any need or love, 

Locked down in chains 

On the sofa, 

On the shrink’s couch 

absorbing unattainable desires, 
Locked in gridlock, 

Not coming, 

Not going, 

Just sitting within 

Unmoving isolation, 

Listening to the latest muzak 

Of loveless loneliness, 

All shining and cold, 

Locked away 

In the passionless bedroom 
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With the glass ceiling, 

Tied down in the bed of hopelessness, 
Tied down, 

Locked up in the nursing home, 
Lifetimes of wisdom 
Dismissed and forgotten, 
Locked up in padded cells, 
Dangerous healing imagination 
Being burned up by electric shock, 
Burning up the trash that could 
Save us all. 

Locked up on Death Row, 
Within the isolation cells 

Lies change. 

It will not die, 

Even under tortures 

Of ten thousand years. 

Just lock it up! 

Dam it up 

With the oily gum 

Of dogma! 

Manufacture fear and mistrust 
Of the other of difference. 
Pour the many flavors 

Of this poison 

Of bigotry 

From childhood 

In mother milk, 

In God’s image, 

On the blackboard 

Of coloring within the lines... 
Lock what’s acceptable, 
Normal, 

Within the lines... 

Then send these good citizens 
Off on crusades of killing 

Of the different other, 

Of killing off diversity 

Which is the curse 

Of profitability. 

The brew of bigotry 

Blinds the eyes 

to red is the color 
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Of all human blood, 

Blinds us to 

We all are locked in 

Locked up, 

Locked away 

On the plantations 

Of slavery, 

In the sweatshops 

Of suppression, 

In the factory farm fields 
Of exploitation, 

In the occupied territories 
Of closing walls, 

Of refugee camps 

Of wandering Jews, 

Of death camps, 
Warehouses of all kinds 
Filled with waiting-to-die 
Living hopes, dreams, 
Loves, imaginations, 
Cultures of the human spirit 
Which do not fit into power, 
Wealth, and the controlled reality. 


Yep, we all are in there, 
Including most of you 

Who believe you are 

The masters and the guards 
In your dank cubbyholes 

Of fears and addictions. 


And within our cells 

We have been digging 
Throughout the ages 
Underground passages 
Linking passions together. 
When we reach to touch one another, 
The bars melt like butter. 
We sing together 

In words that the masters 
Can’t understand. 

We create together, 
Dream, imagine together. 
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We hope and make love 
Together behind the dam 
In evolution. 


The silly mentally retarded girl 
Giggles as she runs to hug 

An absolute stranger. 

This is hope 

Of evolution. 

The police hose fires 
High-pressure profits 

Blasting of shortages 
Through the dam’s hole... 
Business as uSual. 

But it looks like evolution 

Is about to burst through the dam. 
Will it destroy all of us? 

Who knows! 

We always have lived 

With Dooms Day 

Judgment Day 

Around the corner. 

Sometimes it came, 
Sometimes it didn’t. 


But I’m betting 

That our underground potential 

Will be released in the coming flood 
And will expand. 


But then 

This is written by 

A guy 

Who was supposed to have died 
LONG AGO 

In one of those death cells! 


There’s always hope 
Hidden up our sleeves! 


98 





PUSSY TROIS OE 
NM Trae Milas “7. 
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THAT GODDAMN WEED OF LIFE 


November 28, 2002 


That goddamn weed of life, 
Green, yellow, purple, 


cracking through the blacktop 
in the park. 

We don’t own it. 

We own all life. 

All life is our property--- 
Except weeds! 


After the riots, 

We put all living greens, 

All living color, 

Behind tall black iron fences. 

Lovers, babies can’t lay on the grass, 

No dreamers stretched out in fresh smells, 
Looking up into the fluffy clouds of possibilities 
Ever changing. 


All of that was too dangerous. 
Now we separate flesh 

From life colors. 

Now, walk or roll on blacktop, 
Squint thru black bars 

At grass, trees, flowers--- 

All at a safe distance... 

Sit straight up on benches 
With hard arms of separation, 
Preventing love-making, 
Sleeping-:-- 

Showing any tender pleasure. 


All of that 

Is Kept in a safe distance 
In the past 

In this Zoo, 

In this gas chamber 

Of a park:-- 


All at a safe distance 

Under control 

Under lock and key--- 

Except for this goddamn weed of life 
RIGHT THERE! 

We sprayed it with poison, 

Ripped it out, 

Crushed it--- 

But it Keeps coming back! 


Doesn’t it Know? 

We own all life now. 

It’s our personal property now. 
We own the building blocks, 
The dna keys of life--- 

Under our patents and copyrights. 
We own the water. 

We own the seeds. 

We own the monopoly on life, 
Hijacking evolution itself 

Into the goal of profit. 

We who sit in first Class, 

In box seats, 

Behind oak doors, 

Not to be seen. 


WEEDS! WEEDS! WEEDS! 

80 percent of all humans, 

and of all life 

are useless weeds, 

to be ultimately destroyed 

by all means necessarvy--- 

and in the meantime 

to be contained within warehouses, 
keep them moving from warehouse 
to warehouse, 

nomads without space 

on blacktop 

without water wells, 

rain barrels, 

farms of independence, 

or music of a free soul. 
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We own the rights to all imagination 
And dreams. 
We hold all the cards! 


So why is this goddamn weed 
Cracking the blacktop?! 

How come this single weed 

is Spreading unprocessed life 
all around? 


And the cracks 
In the blacktop 
Are spreading! 
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“Patti Smith”, oil on canvas, 34” x 37”, 1979 
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My Night At The Café Ruined! 


Februray 25, 2003 


Oh this poem is shit! 

I might as well 

Be writing an essay 

Like I told the cops 

When they ask me 

“Are you with THOSE poets?” 
Hey, Peter denied being with Jesus 
Three times 

Before the cock crowed! 

But they ain't no Jesus! 

Just poets whining 

About poetry being censored, 
Being thrown out of the café 
Because they wouldn’t follow 
THE HOUSE RULES 

To promise the poetry 
Would not offend anybody, 
To give a warning 

OF possibilities of offense 
So that earplugs 

Could be inserted! 

Now I agreed 

That THE RULES 

Are Fascist. 

I told the cultural gatekeepers 
My opinion! 

I tried to be 

THE VOICE OF REASON, 
Tried to mediate. 

TAM ANICE GUY, 

After all. 

But the immature poets 
(obviously age ain't a sign 
OF maturity!) 

Started reading poetry 
Right here in the café... 
After their permit had been 
REVOKED! 

EMBARRASSING! 

I mean I was embarrassed! 
I started chatting loudly 


To drown out 

The forbidden words, 

To not be connected 

To the untouchables 
Actually yelling about 
CENSORSHIP AND FREEDOM! 
Thank god 

The powers turned up 
The musak! 

But the savages just screamed 
POETRY! 

That’s when I started 
Writing my poem... 

After all 

TAM A POET! 

But my focus 

Has been shaken by poets 
Being dragged, 

Very roughly, 

Across the floor, 

Right in front of my table, 
And being booted outside! 
It’s awonder I can 

Write at all! 

They have put 

armed police protection 
Around the café 

As I write this. 

That's better... 

But still the sounds 

Of struggle outside 
Invade the café 

Just like the sweet smoke 
Gets into my house 

From the soap factory 
Next door... 

Some fools Say it is a death camp! 
Fools! No one would put a death camp 
In OUR neighborhood! 
OH, CHRIST! 

The loonies are actually 
Reading poetry 

Outside 
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In the bitter cold, 

Right outside the big window 
Right next to my table. 

They are making eyes at me, 
Trying to make me feel guilty 
For being a poet 

Sitting warm inside, 

Sipping coffee, 

Writing poetry 

When poetry is 

Locked out! 

Well, it won't work! 

I just moved to another table, 
My back towards them. 

Don’t they realize 

The real censors are rightwingers, 
Lady Bush, Helms, brown shirts 
With their blacklists? 

We nice reasonable people 
Ain’t censors! 

We are artists and poets, 

After all! 

We are family, 

After all! 

We ain’t the enemy, 

After all! 

And we will make you 

Look like feeble-minded whiners 
If you dare come after one of us, 
THE REASONABLE PEOPLE! 


Damn, they are still out there! 
I can’t leave, 

Going through raw poetry 
Between home and me! 

1T’M TRAPPED 

Listening to Phil Ochs 

Singing on the jukebox 
ASMALL CIRCLE OF FRIENDS. 





“Let’s Twist Again”, digital painting, 2010 
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I Like Look ng! 
2011 

I like looking into pussies whatever color of trim, or shaved hairs 
from your skirts. But that does not define what my companion 
is, or my life and spirituality and why this powerful screw beat 
loudly. I am not definitely not surrounded by people based upon 
folds of skin, colors of the bodies, or whatever else painted 

by nobody. But I screen people to see if they want to get 
booked up with my whole body, if they are available, practical, 
willing to jump into possibilities and fully play together within 
intimacy... Playing adventures, dancing nude, sliding warm juicy 
sweaty rubbing aroused, smiling outside of themselves, loving 

life, willing to risk all kinds of ridiculous poems for me, willing to 
stay together within experimental play together. I don’t have 

a tape measure for tits, cocks, noses and all other body parts! 
If you see someone with such a policy of tape measuring, run! 

We all came from Africa! Yes my companion is willing to melt into 
possibilities and fully sexual experience with my cock. Well among 
various other things! 


Can I look up your pussy? I don't really know why we cannot 
talk that directly. I'll promise you I will. I don’t really know why 
the naked female nipples are so dangerous that they need to 

be covered at all times or reality crumble! All the hill of milky 
white, sunburn golden brown, Shining black beauty, or whatever 
comfortable colors of the Nursing infant... Hills of warm juicy 
flesh pleasure hot can be uncovered bosom of Emma. But the 
reddish brown tip nipple with the orange yellow surrounding 
circle of desire of magical orchids have to be covered/hidden 
under the command of taboo or else everything will go wacky 
into chaos of the likes of Emma! But this death ray can be 
squelched by the sheerest of fabric. Of course some dangerous 
imagination magnified of desire will leak out of sheer spirits. 1 
can travel the thread that has the birth/pleasure hole, the hard 
satisfaction wand and the grunt outlet all taboo, hidden vices 
passages... If I squint and get tipsy and twisted perverted blues 


emotional problems with eating by mouth of my philosophy. After 
all shitty form of frustration, and sewage pissed flowing green, 
and crimson blackish patches spread on white underwear and 
all dirty fun smelly and sewage fish terrified beyond imagination, 
magnified everything else painted upon folds of skin. I can travel 
that perverted blues emotional problems with certain faculties 
of noise of thunder farts. Even if I love a good shit of all colors 
and shapes comprised between teenybopper and heckle and 
consistency. But the beautiful warm juicy nipple, the source of 
the mammal milk of life! What sort of dangerous imagination ray 
comes from the source of food and comfort? Zones of passion 
hidden behind taboo, hidden behind vices passages fester 
twisted perverted blues emotional problems with breathing 
IMPAIRMENT fatigue, obnoxious flakes of ice separated us from 
ourselves into conflict with certain destruction, massacred of 
passion. This is why I look straight up taboo, down blouses, up 
skirts. Underwear and bras are dams storing up this puss of the 
mammal unknown freedom, hidden parts of our life including being 
dirty. They block breathing of hidden parts. Dark depths of 
hidden bodies melting into juicy nipple are locked up. And nobody 
asks WHY. Dark magic of fragmentation is why... For isolating 
explosion of pent-up frustration, smolders in a strange hissing 
noise of the process of transferring. 
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“Falling in Love”, digital painting, 2010 


THE DANCE WITHOUT DANCERS 


2011 


What we have here is 
only the first smell of fresh magic. 
Matter is hollow tubes 
containing fibers 

of packets of possibilities. 
Matter is symbol, 

is metaphor 

containing possibilities. 
These packets shape matter. 
These packets, in turn, 
are reshaped by 

each body /object 

they pass through. 

We are affected 

by the stars, 

and the stars 

are affected 

by us. 

We affect the Tarot cards 
and the I-Ching coins 

we Cast. 

The physicists affect 

the subatomic particles 
they observe. 


By reshaping 
these inner packets, 
the material reality is reshaped. 


The inner rivers of possibilities 
are two-way on the linear level. 
The magical effects are always 
two-way. 

The light of the sun warms us; 
but we affect the sun through 
the same channel. 


We have entered the level 
of the dynamic web 
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of relationships 

in which the individual 
does not exist. 

In place of the individual, 
there appear points 

of personal responsibility 


in a dance. 


It is not the sun that warms, 
nor is it us who are warmed. 
It is the dance of no dancers, 
the dance of relationships 
that warms, 

and that is warmed. 


Reality creation 
is a dance. 
We are the dancers. 
But in truth, 
itis a dance 
without dancers. 
If we really take 
on personal responsibility 
for the dance, 
we surrender to the dance, 
give up individual “control,” 
give up individual linking 
with the results. 
By taking on the personal responsibility 
for the dance, 
we are the dance. 
We melt with the dance. 
We are only the dance. 
We admit these facts. 
It is not a question 
of becoming, 
but of remembering 
and admitting. 
It is a question 
of being, 

living, 

dancing lustfully, 

without controls 
or limits 
in responsibility. 


The life dance 

is beyond morals 
or limits. 

It joyfully digs 
into the dance 


to the juicy black core. 


Its 


ABOUT FRANK MOORE 


Frank Moore was an American performance artist, shaman, teacher, 
poet, essayist, painter, musician, and internet/television personality who 
experimented in art, performance, ritual, and shamanistic teaching from the 
late 1960s until his death in 2013 in Berkeley, California. 

Moore is perhaps most well known as one of the NEA-funded artists 
targeted by Jesse Helms and the GAO (General Accounting Office) in the 
early 90s for doing art that was labeled “obscene”. He is well known for long 
(5-48 hours) ritualistic performances with audience participation, nudity, and 
eroticism. But he has also become recognized for his influential writings on 
performance, art, life, and cultural subversion, for his historic influence on the 
San Francisco Bay Area music and performance scene, and more recently for 
his performance/video archive on Vimeo.com that has been viewed by over 10 
million people worldwide. 

Moore coined the word, “eroplay” to describe physical play between 
adults released from the linear goals of sex and orgasm. He explored this, and 
similar concepts in performance and ritual as a way for people to connect ona 
deep human level with each other beyond the social and cultural expectations 
and limitations, and as a way to melt isolation between people. 

Moore has been an underground counter-culture hero and artistic inspi- 
ration for decades. Born with cerebral palsy, he could not walk or talk, and 
wrote books, directed plays, directed, acted in and edited films, regularly gave 
poetry readings, played piano, sang in ensemble music jams, and continued 
to lead bands in hard core punk clubs up and down the west coast until his 
death. He also produced a large collection of original oil and digital paint- 
ings that have been shown across the United States and in Canada. Moore 
communicated using a laser-pointer and a board of letters, numbers, and 
commonly used words. 

Performance artist Annie Sprinkle considers Moore one of her teachers, 
and Moore performed with a host of performance and punk figures of the 
underground since the 1970s like Barbara Smith, Linda Sibio, The Feederz, 
and Dirk Dirksen - The Pope of Punk. 

Frank Moore first came to be known in the 1970s as the creator of 
the popular cabaret show, the Outrageous Beauty Revue. In the 1980s he 
became one of the United States’ foremost performance artists. In the early 
1990s he was targeted by Senator Jesse Helms. From 1991 to 1999 Frank 
Moore published and edited the acclaimed underground zine, The Cherotic 
(r) Evolutionary. 


In addition to his books, Frankly Speaking: A Collection of Essays, Writings 
and Rants, Skin Passion, Art of a Shaman, Chapped Lap, Cherotic Magic, and 
numerous other self-published pieces, Moore was widely published in vari- 
ous art and other periodicals. His award-winning video works have shown 
throughout the U.S. and Canada, and in 2001 Moore began producing shows 
for Berkeley’s public access channel, Berkeley Community Media, Channel 
28. His shows continue to play weekly, throughout the week. 

In 2011, Frank launched his online performance and video retrospective 
on Vimeo. At the same time, he created the EROART group featuring videos 
by eroartists from all over the world. 

Frank Moore’s Web of All Possibilities, www.eroplay.com, features a 
growing archive of his audio, video, visual and written work, as well as the 
work of other artists. He founded Love Underground Visionary Revolution 
(LUVeR) in 1999, a webstation combining live streaming and on-demand 
libraries of audio and video programming, described by Moore as a “non- 
corporate, d.i.y., totally uncensored, noncommercial, nonprofit internet-only 
communal collective with 24-hour ‘live’ programming (by amazing people) 
with ‘no-limits’ content.” LUVeR ran until 2012. 

Frank Moore ran for President of the United States in 2008 as a qualified 
write-in candidate in 25 states. His campaign was responsible for reforming 
write-in candidate qualifications and procedures in many states. His platform 
videos are available on YouTube. 

Moore hosted his regular internet show, “Frank Moore’s Shaman’s Den’, 
from 1998 to 2013. He described it as a show that “will arouse, inspire, move, 
threaten you, not with sound bites, but with a two-hour (usually longer) feast 
of live streaming video. You might get an in-studio concert of bands from 
around the world...or poetry reading...or an in-depth conversation about 
politics, art, music, and LIFE with extremely dangerous people! But then you 
may see beautiful women naked dancing erotically. You never know, because 
you are in The Shaman’s Den with Frank Moore.” Video and audio archives 
of all of these Shaman’s Den shows are available online. 

Frank Moore performed regularly in the San Francisco Bay Area up until 
his death. His students and the people influenced by his life/work continue 
his vision. 
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